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Written, by Captain MO R RIS. 


Addreſſed to Joux BULL and his numerous Family; 


GURE, Miſter Joux Bur, I ſhan't know till I'm dead 
Where the devil you're driving to, arſe ower bead 


And, bad luck to myſelf, it I know what you're at. 


But, the reaſon you waſte all this blood and this gold, 
Is a ſecret, they ſay—that can newer be told: 

To be ſure, for ſuch ſecrets my tongue isn't fit; 

For I can't keep it ſtill, without ſpeaking a bit. 

Faith, and well I may ſpeak now, for—hark ye, dear joy! 
Tho? you fay it's your Country the French would deſtroy, 
Since you do it yourſelves, they may let it alone— 
And mine may be taken, inſlead of your own. 


Britain's car, Joux, I told you, would break with foul knocks, 
When this job-boy of JENK Y's crept up to the box; 

Troth he flole there, to drive you—the devil knows how ! 

But no devil can tell, where he's driving you now, 


You pay all, and fight all-and loſe all, they fay ; 

Now, don't you think, Jonu, that's quite out d' the way? 
Faith, your very Allies feel ſo hurt on that ſcore, | 
That they ſcorn to fland by you, and belp any more. 


And theſe Foreigners, too, have a whim in their head 
That the more they negle# ye, the more they'll be paid: 
Sure they ſay that your King, now they've left him alone, 
Will bribe em, and feed em, to fight for their owon, 
il burn em, to ſay ſuch a Heatheniſh thing, 

a wiſe, decent, generous, church-going King! 
To fill Foreign mouths, will he pinch from the poor's? 
And tax their laft ſcrap, for Croats and Pandours ? 


Oh, Joux! theſe connections with Goths and with Huns, 

Was ever the curſe of your Iſle and her ſons ! 

1 you knew when you're well, you'd ſtand faſt on your ground, 
And, at any one end on't, you'd face the world —— 4 


But to ſet out a tilting, and ſhake your weak lance 
Againſt millions of men, arm'd for 1 in France, 
Was 2 twiſt in your head, Maſter Burt, d'ye ſeem 
Mighty ſtrange in your Nation, that made ſelf free. 


But your foes, my dear Joan, ſay your brains are of lead 

That the fog of your Iſland's ne*er out of your head ; 
That alike you misjudge of good meaſures or bad, 

And are flupidly drowſ, —or wilfully mad! 


By my ſoul, Jonx, I've ſtudy'd your nature a while, 
And I think, when they ſay ſe, they dont miſs a mile: 
The world's wide, to be ſure ; but, as intelleAs go, 
You're as clumſy and bother'd a beafft as I know, 


Don't you think it's a pretty political touch— : 

To keep ſhooting your gold in the damm of the Dutch | 

Sending — be 6 where they can't draw their 
reath? : 

And buying a load of freſh taxes with death ? 
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en, your friends, who've been ſucking the | feull 7 
dow choo'e to be fed on your fat, Matter” moet? n 


Ohl your whiſker-mouth'd Pruſſian's a Hell of a Bite— 


And your Eagle of Auſtria's a damnable Kite! 


Like the Jay in the fable, all pluck you, good Joux; 


But the whole mean to be you their tails when they've done, 


Oh ! *twill pleaſe you to ſee, when they all have a feather, 
How they'll puſh forth their wings and go off all together ! 


Then comes the account, Joxn ; and faith to be frank, 
The coſt is unbounded ; the credit—a blank 

It's a right Flemiſh bargain, where all you can claim, 

Is a plentiful balance of—taxes and ſhame. 


But, when ſubſtance is gone, Jouv, one bleſſing remain 


We prize little things, and we count little gains : 
Thus, tho“ broke down by burthens, to lighten miſhap, 
You've a feather or two, JOHN, to ſtick iz your cap. 


Yes; Laurels you have, Joh, to tickle your ear— 
For you've conquer'd a Corſican mountain, I hear; 
And the Caribbee Laurels—Oh fortunate lot! 
You've reap'd, and a fine yellow harveſt you've got. 


Then, @ wondrous magnanimous boaſt, too, is yours - 
With no reaſon on earth, to bring War to your doors, 
You, regardleſs of policy, ſafety, or:pelf, 

Have paid all the world's age, beggar*d yourſelf. 

Faith, your tax-burthen'd ſons, Joux, will 54% the dark bow 
When the wwar-boop of Kings, and the ſqueakings of pow'r, 
Made a nation of Freemen the clamour - ox ves. a 

And load their own necks, to chain monſlers abroad ! 


Oh! to what will it come, Joux, this guilty affair ? 
For all acts of your State are now ads of deſpair : 
Like Spendthritts undone, ever frantic they ſeem ; 
And widen that ruin they cannot redeem ! 


Big curſes by day, ay and bigger by night, : 
Oa the JenxY-nurs'd Jackall, that brought on this plight 1 
Who has ,n Court flilts to that ruinous brink, 

Where tis hopeleſs to move—and more hopeleſs to think. 


A while your brave tars, the great prop of your Hate, 
Have, by glory and conqueſt, Joux, put off your fate; 
But, if e*er on French decks ſhouts of wittory roar, 

The Crown's a Red Night cap, and Britain's no more. 


Troth, the Cur was well warn'd of War's deſperate ſin, 
When, with _— preſumption, he burry'd you in. 
The voice of ſound Witdom cry'd loud on the curſe ; 
But wiſdom was wind, to the woice of the nurſe ! 


But the Slave will ſoon ſee on what /and be has built; 
For the wirtues of Freemen now wake on his guilt z 
They at length ſee the florm, and with horror refuſe 
To cut up the country—for Cabinet witws, 


Too long, Joux, I've told you, the helm would break down 
With this /oul going Pilot, that fleers for the Crown. 

But, I've done; tor, new, ruin hangs over the elt; 

Jo, good luck to your King—and long life to yourſelf ! 


